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my dress straight, and tried very hard to know what
it was like not being hurt, so as to be able to remember
it later. They came in and took me. That wasn't
quite as bad as I'd thought, because they kept the
lame man off, though he rode beside us, and when-
ever I looked he was grinning at me; I suppose he
got a reward for telling them. They weren't unkind
really, only I hated being touched. And I knew it
was only the beginning.

They took me to prison. The gaoler chained my
hands and said he hoped I was going to be sensible.
I knew what he meant, of course; but I think he was
really quite a kind man. I was taken down a stone
passage that smelt very nasty; but one got used to
the prison smells. I was put into a big room with one
barred window high up; there were some other women
there, and almost at once I saw some of the Sisters
among them. They took me over to their corner
and we kissed one another, but they didn't ask many
questions, and I was glad of that. The rest were
street women who'd been caught drunk or thieving;
most of them were horrid to us because we tried to
keep clean and combed our hair and wouldn't play
dice with them.

It was all dark and queer at first, and I didn't see
into all the corners. In one of them there was a lady
who had been a Witness already; she was a widow and
quite rich, with a house and garden of her own; I'd
been in the garden once - there was a fountain and
white irises. So it must have been even worse for her
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